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PROLOGUE 



TerT-t!-i:i ty or. a Monday morning in November of 1965, Zooey Glass, a young man or 
thirty-five, was seated in a very full bath, reading a four year-old letter. It was 
ari almost endless-lool'ing letter, typewritten on several pages of second- sriest yeliu;-: 
paper, and ha was having some little trouble keeping it propped up against the twu 
dry islands of his lenses. At his right, a dampish- looking cigarette was balanced or, 
the edge of the built-in enamel soapcatch, and evidently it was burning wpII enough, 
for every now and then he picked it off and took a drag or two, without quite havin^, 
to look up from his letter. His ashes invariably fell into the tub watei- , either 
straightaway or down one of the letter pages. He seemed unaware of the iTiessiriess _' 
the arrangement. Me did seem aware, though, if only just, that the heat of the v-iat -. 
was beginning to have a dehydrating effect on him. The longer he sat reading - or 
re-reading - the more often and less absently he used the back of his ^jrict to blot 
his forehead and upper lip. 

This scBne was a very familiar one to Zooey, yd a very distant one as well. It 
has been many years since he truly read this letter, and it caused a great 
disturbance in his lira like this one to remind him of li. . Kic 1 i f r. had not changed 
vastly since he had last read the letter. Me still lived with his parents, although 
oven his younger sister, Franny, had moved out. He seemed to have no real reason to 
leave the house, and therefore, didn't. 

At this poir.i, his concentration was broken by the openning of the bathroom door. 
Of course, this was his mother, coming in for a chat as she does tend to do. 

"What courtesy you have that you as!-; permission to come barging in 011 me at such 
a tim.e when 1 have so little to do!" He started to organize the pages of the letter 
into a neat pile on his !-;nee. "What privacy I tsave in this wonderful bathroom, where 
I u.^.n not only rela>: in piece and quiet, but also can tiave heartwarming discussions 
with such wonderful coiTiparr/ as Bessie." 

"What do you think 1 should do about noti-y:ng e.-sryone?" Mrs. Glass wandered 
over to the cabinet, opening one of its dcora, for no apparent reason other than to 
do something physical. 



"Just call them, Etjssie. Isn't that usually hiow yau tell people of aomething? 
Pick up that wonric'^ful invGntion called the phone, d:,al their number, and start 
talking to them." Zooey atarted folding the paget; of the letter into quarteru, 30 he 
could then put them into the envelope. "After all, its riot like the rest of us Glasc 
siblings lack phones like Buddy did. He IS what you are supposed to be notifying 
everyone about, remember?" 

Mrs. Glass looked down at the flour', but found no consolation there. "I jUst 
don't see why he had to go and do something lii^e that. Didn't he see tiow badly 
Seymour messed us up? Can't ha learn from other people's mistakes?" 

"I'm actually kinda glad he did it. Buddy was so damn indecisive. Ho would be 
li'-e Seymour, but not as much. He followed in his footsteps, and then didn't. At 
least he finally made a god-damn decision, y'know?" Zooey inserted the folded mass 
of paper into the envelope. "He never spo!-;e to you anyway. He just Jcept to himself, 
and to quote you. he didn't even have a phone. The utter creep, imagine not having a 
phone. I don't see how you can even miss him: I moan, if he didn't have a phone, inj 
must've been the " 

"Now listen, Zooey, I'm sick of hear-ing you tel' nic all this stuff about how you 
didn't li!--e Cuddy, how tie made you 3 frealv, I just don't want to hear it." Mrs. 
Glass looked around, but could net find her freindly blue bathmai. and was actually 
feeling somewhat insecure about it. "Now, how do you think should tell the others? 
Who do you think's going to get the body? Should we have a funeral? I'Jhat do you 
think?" 

"I don't give a damn what tiappenc with Buddy's funeral. As far as I'm concerned, 
he's been dead fur years anyway. In fact, as long as Seymour's been dead. He just 
deserted us all. I don't know, niaybe you can convince Ulaker to get the body, 
although somehow I don't the ink he'll be willing to oblige." Zo;::ey 3^. ''-.Is puint was 
reaching for the bar of soap, apijarentiy feeling his body still had some dirt lying 
on it somewtiere. 

surprised tixpression possible, she needed lool; r.o f ur ttser than the face of Zooey 
Glass, who hapjjened to be sitting in the tub located a mere five feet away. 



Zooey sat in Gomething of a state of shod-. Never, o^ f.:;r as he could reniGfiiber , 
had Mrs. Glass finished a discussion of any sort so quickly, and so finall/. For, if 
she had, h.a would remember it till this day. Hg then heard her shouting "And this is 
from you-- -^ather," and ^-.ds !-;it in the knoe by a I'ound, orange- colored fruit. 



The ahcut came from a small boy namec! CtiriD. Mc seemed to be laboi-ing over L^ofuc 
sort of math problem, and needed some help urgently. Chilis turned his head around, 
and saw exactly what he expected. The familiar blond man was wandering into the 
room, and seemed ready to help, had the problem been a small miatti problem, or a bomb 
which I'^jould 30 o-i'f in a few seconds. Chris was quite satisfied with this vision of 

"What seems to be tt.e problem, son?" was the first question which came to Lane"s 
mind, so it was indeed the question he put forth to his son, Chris. 

"This problem here... I can't seem to do it," 

"l/^Jhich one, this one?" 

"Yes, fathei-, this one. I keep getliiig {}]c wrong answer here." 

"Oh, let me see it... '••inm. . . ' see the problem. The num.bers here should be added 
using the order of operations, not the actual oi'der. An understandable mi3tak-.e. Is 
that all?" 

"Nic..." 

"Well then... I'^hat is it, son?" 

"Wt;en are we gonna get to see Mom.my?" 

"I've already toid you, not fo'- another week. On this 3ati.;rday, to be exact. If 
tht!sc nice doctors think she's better, thty might let hei ]iJ3VG the hospital." 

"I wanna see her now." 

"You'll have io wait, son. Don't worry, everyt'dng will be just fine..." 

■^he weather was wnnderf1.1l at the ti.ne Sybil decided to have an argiimeni with tier 



parcrits. which could have been goad or" bad. Good, if what Sybil needed was some 
frcLih ai:-, and some strany SLinlight, which was definetely truu. Bad, however, if 
Sybil al^u wanted jome peace and '-.\uict, which she moat car cairily did. For. the only 
place Sybil could think of to 9c was Central Park, a iViere three biocka ai^jay from her 
home. Gn auch beautiful days. 1-iowever , pi-ivacy is a commodity one does not often 
find in Central Pari-;. Thiia was truly tr-e case that day. It was at this time, while 

"Excuse me, misa?" The voice wkdch beckoned to Sybil was obviously ttiat of a 
young man. perhaps in his early twenties, and seemed somewhat arr-dous. 

"Yes?" sybil answt^red, turning towar-ds the source of the voice, arid feeling 
rather confused at the intent of this destruction of her thoughts. 

"You look somewhat familiar. Have we met befare-?" She now got a good look of the ' ) 
man. He seemed to be around her age. and quite ar:,- ioua to 'get to Vnr^y. hei . ' He w.i- 
somewhat taller the she, and more built. There was also a sort of familiarity che 
was a-periencing. which she could not quite place. The facial features looked 
( somewhat f ann 1 i ar . 

"I r"ci-dly don't think co..." Sybil had had more ttian her share of ciiched come- on 
lines, and she could smell op.b a mile away. In fact, she attempted to detou!" around 
the young man. when something he shouted caught her interest. 

"Yes! Yes! Now I remember! You babysit for my little cousin. Chris, right? Whal 
was your name again... Sybil ^ Yeah! Tlnafs it!" Enthusiasm nearly sprayed ^rom the 
man's aura, a Icing with great confidence. 

At this point Sybil's interest was caught. While tui-ning slowly around, skic ^ 
nodded her htsad, saying "Yes... And you are?" 

"Lionel Tannt/nbaum, at your service!" 

Zcujey rjas looking through the large nun'iber of notes Seymour had jotted down on 
the shirt-cardboards located in his drawers, when he heard the talking. Without 
I really thinidng, he placed the cardboards haq^-azardly ori Liie desk. He turned around, 
to see In trie living room three new, yet, familiar faces. These faces he immdeiately 
. recognized as his sister. Boo Boo, and her son, Lionel). He went out to grfeef Boo 



Boo, more out of habii than anything else. 

Boo Boo seemed quite plerjoed to see Zocey. and showed i\oc feelings aoiTiewti,3l . 
However. Zooey did moi involve himself in such 'uuperf icijl ' happenings. In other 
worda, ro great hig hugs and kisaes for hiui. It «aa at this point when Zccey deaidad 
he «ould e>;cuse himself from society, snd e.--plain that nature was taking his toll on 

While Boo Boo and t'rs. Olass were happily chatting away, Lionel glanced over in 
the direction of the bathroom, where Zooey was headed. His curiosity was somewhat 
paa!:ed when tie could see other i-oorns in that general direction. Ttds curiosity also 
got the bet-ier of tdiV;, as ha wandered in the direction of these rooms. He, of 
course, ctose to wander into the one furthest from the living room. 

It had not occured to Lionel at that moment that he had a grandfather; at least, 
not one on his mothe:':. ^-ide. OF course, he was wrong, .,nd he reali-ed this the 
instant he heard the -sice from ir;side ttis room. 

"How ya doin' , Seymour?" was the question posed ':u Lionel. Of course, Lionel was 
quite confused. He saw y man who seeiTied to be in his fifties or so, with g-aying 
hair, and apparently little sense of what was going on. 

"I'm sorry, I don't see what you mean.,.?" As Lionel walked slowly into the rcom, 
he looked around at wh::'t seemed to be Mrs. Glass's room. "Arc ^oa "'t . Glass?" 

The old man looked somewtiat startled. Hai-e he was, being asi^ed by hia supposed 
oldest son wi-.ether he was Mr. Glass or not. "Gf course I am, son. What kind of games 
are you playing at? Here, have a tangerine." Mr. Glass offered (..r,e of \h^ sno • 1 
orange fruits to his 'son', who politely declined. "Guess I'll tiave it m/self t'len." 
Mr. Glass took a large bite out of the tsirgerine, whicti tias not yet been peeled. 

"E:a- , . . I'm sorry to disturb you. You seem to be completely out of your mind." 
Although Lionel thojght '^ia response was somewhat blunt, it dicln't seem to matter. 
"I thin;^- I'll be leaving now." Lionel turned and ^prickly vjali-ed out of the room. 

Ac Lionel wande»-ed inaoc:entIy out of this nighimare of a ror.ia, he was very 
pleased to see Sybil waiting for Hun, alorsg with her 'job', Chris. She ^iBS 
apparently explaining her idar;tlty to Mrs. Glass, that she knows Lionel, and that 



to her nei-v fremd, Sybil t^alkcd towards Lionel. 

"I had some trouble fitdind the place. So yen say the bay's uncle's funeral is 
going to be held today, right?" Sybil didn't seer, to have much interest in the 
■^.Lih jpc*^ . and this talk seemed to have more of a superficial nature to it. 

"Yeah... Although 1 don't knew if he met his uncle, I figured it would be a good 
chance for him to meet his family." Lionel heard Boo Boo calling l;ic; name, but rried 
to ■.gnoru it. "Appa; ently his father, Lane, doesn't socialize with the rest of us." 

"True... True... It also gives us somt' time to spend together." Although Sybil 
had actually said this entire sentence. Lionel did not comprehend the entire thing, 
-•ir his mother had not only distracted him, but called him over to look at 
Gomething. What Lionel did actually hear from Sybil was something to ^he e:-:tent of 

Sybil, being lef'. all alone, showed that she k,ad scmcthii-ig in common with Lionel. 
She noted that there ai's other rooms in this house, and she also decided it was time 
to investigate them, although she picked a room whicti was very diffei-ent from tt,e 
Line Lionel had picked. 

The first thing Sybil noticed when she entered the room was that it ..:as dark, and 
she could see little. This warranted her action of locating the light switch, and 
turning it on. Then she could see everything, and ev^r-ything was definetely the word 
to be used. 

The whole place was somewhat cluttered with belongings, most of which seemed to 
be the belongings of someone younger t!,an herself. There were pairs of beds, c^hairs, 
desks, along with soine cthei- furniture, some of which didn't seem ixj fit. The one 
thing which struck her as interesting, however, was a board which seemed nailed to 
the baci-: of the door, which she r^cticed as she closed it behind her. It had a 
variety of quotes, some of which she recognised. 

The board, although interesting, seemed to lose its novelty rather quickly, and 

desk, with some wtiiings scrawled on them. These piqued here curiosity. She looked 
them over, and the writing style seemed vaguely familiar to her. although she 
couldn't quite place it. 

She then lost interest in the shir-t car-dboards, and decided to look m an old 



notebcol' of sorts. She opened it up, and as she read the first page, dhe was hit by 
a mental lightening bolt. "Seymour Glass." she said out Icud. "Did I see more 
glass." She then st:3Dd there, remembering all about this Seymour Glass. The one shfj 
had met on the beach, a long time age. 

At this point, she was interrupted by Zooey, who wao somewhat surprised to see 
Eomeanc in the room. He seemed quite annoyed that someone was snooping around in tiis 
house, and immediately asi-'ed "l-Jhat are you doing in my brothur'G room?" 

"Are you Zooey Glass*?" was the odd -sounding question which hoi- lips formed, and 
threw Zooey somewhat off guard. 

"What do you mean? Hn. I'm nol Zooey Glass. I jtist happ.erT t;- 'ive in the Glass 
family's house, be the brother of Seymour, Walt, Wakcr, rranny, and Boo Boo Glass, 
and scmetimcG call myself Zooey Glass. Whatever would lead you to that conclusion?" 

ignore it. "What happened to Seymiour? I want to see more glass." 

Zooey giggled at the last remark, but then coritinuad. "Mow could you hncv- 
Seymour? Ma's been dead for nearly twenty years now. How could you pocsibl/ l-now wi'io 
he is?" 

I?" She wiped the tear away with her left hand, and dropped the book out of her 
right. "Wtiere did he die? How?" 

Zooey seemed slightly annoyed at the way in wl-ic-- Sybil ignored his questions, 
but answered ariywa> . "He killed himself in a hotel in Florida. The idiot jucK sho*^ 
himself. Left us all in i'r,e dari-. We had r:o idea what to do, and still don't. Why, I 

Sybil cut liim off obt-uptly by running out of tt:e room, perhaps to ti-e confort c--^ 
the younget-, possibly more understanding, Lior,el. Zooey followed her out, although 
rather than chasing her, kept going, and left the house, to go to some unl-nown 



Mrs. GlasB sat on the couch in the living roan,, riu.'-i to her r-ewfound child, 
Chr in. nl '.hough hs'^ hopes were higti, Ch''is's hopes were i-ather- low. as he paid 
attention to his book, than to his grandmother. 



I 



"So, your name's Chris, right?" Obvioucly Mra. Glass was not the rast original 

Brsstion starter. 

"Yes." Young Chris JList aat an the couch, intently reading the bcrjl- . 
"Arid hiow old are you?" 
"Sevut;." Cl'iriG ignored his newfound grandinother as inuch as she paid him 

"You're a lot lil'e your unclec, you hnow." >lre. Glass started moving slosor to 
the yciung ipoy, perhaps to see what he was reading. "They all read Looks a lot too. 
"■"hay were -jery smart, you know." 

"That's nice." 

"I bet you'd lii'-e some nice hot chicken b>-oth, right?" Mi-s. Class apparently 
decided to tise the same strategy she always used, for as long as she could remember. 
She put her arms into jsut thie right position to get up off of the couch, and go 

"No, thank you." 

"You know, all three c:f your uncles, and but'-, or your aunts were on It's A Wise 
Child when they were younger." ^li■s. Glass started searching through her pockets fo:' 
something, and mads a lot of racket while doing so. 

"My father says t'ia~ they rrrgh- make It's A Wise Child into a "^elevisioii sriow, 
arid 'tl-.at ! should audition for it." This little bit of conversation seemed to sap 
little of Chris' energy, and so ! le kept ori reading. "I haven't spoken to my mother 
about it yet." 

Zooey arrived at his destination fifteen minutes after he left tl'ie Glass house. 
It was a rather large, ylttr^ugh hardly new-looking buildiiig, with many windows 
opposing its corr.ents to the rest of the world. He wali-:ed in, and continued to argue 
with no less than two secretaries, until he was allowed in. tie briskly walked 
through the tialls, escorted by a doctor, to his destination. Triey reached a door 
with a small window located at head level, at which point the doctor produced his 
key, and unlocked the door. 

"Hello Zooey" ws'- ^he fir'st thing Franny said to him. She was sitting on the 
floor, outfitted in a straight jaci-et . The entire room seemed to be padded with some 



sort cf cloth maierial. 

"Hey, buddy, nice iTiests you got youfself into this time." Zooey haok out a fi'es!"i 
cigar Kii'n hie left hand, and lit it with hiic: i igliL, a motian which he praticed 
until perfection- "So, what happened?" 

"You. !aiDw perfectly well what- happened. 1 don't know why you bothered £isl-:ing. I 
iTiGari, BsBcie must've told you at leant ten limec." Franny looked on with amusement 
while the doctor who escorted Zooey to the room blew the ciger out .-jiihout Zooey 's 
noticing. 

"Yes, but I want to tiear it from you, dearest Zooey. After all, you always come 
to rne whenever I have the slightest problcTi." Zooey tool' an imaginary drag ft-om hie. 
unlit cigar. "Isn't- that what siblings ao'e for?" 

concentration, and dedication, I seem to have come up with the ability to see the 
future. I predicted that I would hsive a boy, and that k'ai-er would iTiove, ar;d even 
that Buddy would die." Fran.ny attempted to scratch her head, but had no such luck. 
"That was just fine, I was actually reaching enlightenment. The funny thing is, 
actually, that I can meditate a lot rnoi-e easily while locked up in this cell, you 
kn-w? It really not sc bad in here." 

"I know that, I !<now that. If I'd wanted to know how ni:,e it was in a cell, or 
whatever you call this place, I would've tried it out for myself. That's not why I 
cams here." Zooey seemed to notice that his cigar went out, and decided rather thsin 
discard it, relighting it would be a good idea. So he die! jt.st that. "Wha: I want to 
know is, why the heci-- are you in here in the first place?" 

"Well, that's a really interesting pai't to it. You' see, I ^.c^-Acdly predicted that 
I would die a couple of weeks ago. I saw that I would be crossing ttic street, and 
then gat hit by a very fast bus." Fr'Sinny wsts still trying to scratch the itch on hisr 
i'lead. "But it didn't happen. I'm still alive. You !:now, I've gotten really ■•"ed up 
with people. I was right back in college. Lane was an idiot. You !-;now what he did? 
He saved* me from the bus. Just like that. He ruined fats and everything. He grabbed 
me, and pulled me out of the way. I can't bel — ^-.^^ 

"Oh. none on. Franny, I thougl-it you'd kricw belter than tliat. You always seem so 
sure of yourself. First with that thing about Jesus when you wei^e croi.irid 9 oi' so. 



Then the whole Jesus Prayer thing. Then that other thin^ wiih the weird hand 
symbols. Now this! Don't yau realize you just hop around, never s'eaily tsi-:ing 
any thing for' its full meaning? I ti'ioug'rit you understood what I meant wiien I spoi-e to 
/ou on i':o phone. Apparently not: I cinn't believe tha — " 

Although Zooey would have loved to stay and chat with Frariny for a longer time, 
the doctor would (lavn it another way. Zooey, completely frustrated, threw his cigar 
down and stomped out of the room. If he had loo!"-ed bz^ck at Franny, he would have 
seen a very satisfied grin appearing on her face. He also wouldn't have !-riown wtiy. 
The doctor kindly escorted Zooey to the exit door, which Zooey utilized fully, and 



T!ie funeral processions went ■''ine. Rathier, they went ss smoott'ily as a Glass 
family fur'iei al could. It seemed Gybil waa having little difficulty witti the funeral, 
her only pi'oblem being that she seemed somewhat depressed wtienever she saw glass, 
which, although being somewhat of a problem, had very little to do with the funeral 
processions. Mrs. Glass seemed somewhat hiappy that the funeral was over, perhaps her 
own way of paying her debt to her lost son. Buddy. ''1r . Glass didn't even go, for he 
said he'd listen to it on the ra,dio (no, deai" reader, ii-; case you are wondering, the 
funeral for Buddy Glass was MOT at any time broadcast on the radio.) The rest of the 
Glass family had reactions similar to what would be expected of them. Mrs. Glass 
complained that Waker should have come, but no one seemed to know where he was. 

As the family got home, everyone said their farewells, so-iongs, and goodbyes, 
and departed from the Glass household. Zooey, Mrs. Glass, and Mr. Glass e>,.cG,oted, of 
course. Mrs. Glass turned an the television, and sat down to watch the news. While 
she was watching it, Zooey walked into the room. He glanced at the televison, hy 
chance, and heard something about a hospital having a small fire. He dismissed ii as 
unimportant, until he heard the name of the one casualty. Someone riamed Frsnny 
Coutell . 
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